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have made a mistake, and taken the wrong road
at Lee. He assured me he hadn't, and produced
his map. He then indicated the church, which
seemed faintly familiar, but in the wrong place.
It was like one of those dreams in which you are
in London and the Lake district at the same time,
or crossing the Channel in St. Paul's Cathedral,
or dining in a restaurant and fighting wolves in
Siberia   between   the  soup   and  the  fish. I
strongly combated his statement that this was
Eltham; I could not link what I saw \vith what
I had known. He got out and asked me to look
round the churchyard, and he showed me the
memorial of "Seton Merrirnan " and of other
of its prominent sons. I knew then that this
was  Eltham, but I could see very little of
the Eltham I had known, beyond the names of
the roads and streets. All the old topographical
features were gone, or hidden in a busy little
suburb of shopping-streets, tea-shops, movie-
palaces,   trams,   buses, and   massed   houses.
Similar change has visited Elstree. This, up to
the time of the war, was a peaceful little village,
whose peace in its long life had only once been
convulsed. That w^as when Thurtell and his
friends  committed their horrid crime upon
William Weare:
They cut his throat from ear to ear,
His brains they battered in.
To-day its name is "on the map," and it is con-